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I would inscribe this work to one wkose noble spirit

and gentle nature ever prompt her to sympathise with the
suffering ; to one whose sweet voice has often encouraged,
and whose taste and judgment have ever guided, its pages;

the wost severe of critics, but—a perfect Wife !




































THE TWO NATIONS. It

rites of Henry VIII., and had contrived to be appointed
- one of the commissioners for ¢ visiting and taking the sur-
renders of divers religions houses.” It came to pass that
divers of these religions houses surrendered themselves
eventually to the nuse and benefit of honest Baldwin Grey-
mount. Tho king was touched with the activity and zeal
of his commissioner. Not one of them whose reports were
so ample and satisfactory, who could baffle a wily prior
with more dexterity, or control a proud abbot with more
firmness. Nor were they well-digested reports alone that
were transmitted to the sovereign : they came accompanied
with many rare and curious articles, grateful to the taste
of one who was not only a religious reformer but a dilet-
tante; golden candlesticks and costly chalices ; sometimes
a jewelled pix; fantastic spoons and patens, rings for the
fingers and the ear ; occasionally a fair-written and blazoned
manuscript : suitable offering to the royal scholar. Grey-
mount was noticed ; sent for; promoted in the household;
knighted ; might doubtless have been sworn of the council,
and in duo time have become a minister; but his was a
discreet ambition, of an accumulative rather than an aspir-
ing character. He served the king faithfully in all domestic
matters that required an unimpassioned, unscrupulous
agent ; fashioned his creed and conscience according to the
royal model in all its freaks; seized the right moment to
get sundry grants of abbey lands, and contrived in that
dangerous age to save both his head and his estate.

The Greymount family having planted themselves in the
land, faithful to the policy of the founder, avoided the
public gaze during the troubled period that followed the
reformation ; and even during the more orderly reign of
Elizabeth, rather sought their increase in alliances than in
court favour. But at the commencement of the seven.-
teenth century, their abbey lands infinitely advanced in
value, aud their rental swollen by the prudent accumulation
of more than soventy years, a Groymount, who was then a













































































































































































































































9o | SYBIL ; OR

new member to dine with him, and found the new member
singularly free from all party prejudices. Mr. Warren was
one of those members who announced their determination
to listen to the debates and to be governed by the argu-
ments, All complimented him, all spoke to him. Mr. Fox
declared that he was a most superior man ; Mr. Burke said
that these were the men who could alone save the country.
Mrs. Crewe asked him to supper; he was caressed by the
most brilliant of duchesses.

At length there arrived one of those fierce trials of
strength, which precede the fall of a minister, but which
sometimes, from peculiar circumstances, as in the instances
of Welpoie and Lord North, are not immediate in their
results. How would Warren vote? was the great ques-
tion. He would listen to the arguments. Burke was fall
of confidence that he should catch Warren. The day
before the debate there was a levée, which Mr. Warrer
attended. The sovereign stopped him, spoke to him,
smiled on him, asked him many questions : about himself,
the House of Commons, how he liked it, how he liked
England. There was a flutter in the circle ; a new favourite
at court.

The debate came off, the division took place. Mr. Warren
voted for the minister. Burke denounced him; the king
made him a baronet.

Sir John Warren made a great alliance, at least for him ;
he married the daughter of an Irish earl; became one of
the king’s friends; supported Lord Shelburne, threw over
Lord Shelburne, had the tact early to discover that Mr.
Pitt was the man to stick to, stuck to him. Sir John
Warren bought another estate, and picked up another
borough. He was fast becoming a personage. Throughout
the Indian debates he kept himself quiet; once indeed
in vindication of Mr. Hastings, whom he greatly admired,
he ventured to correct Mr. Francis on a point of fact
with which he was personally acquainted. He thought
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and even on this wide expanse the air was still. The
vast and undulating surface of the brown and purple moor,
varied occasionally by some fantastic rocks, gleamed in the
shifting light. Hesperus was the only star that yet was
visible, and seemed to move before them and lead them on
their journey.

‘I hope,’” said the Religious, turning to the elder stran-
ger, ‘if ever we regain our right, my father, and that we
ever can,.save by the interposition of divine will, seems
to me clearly impossible, that you will never forget how
bitter it is to be driven from the soil; and that you w111
bring back the people to the land.’ :

‘I would pursue our right for no other cause,” said the
father. ¢ After centuries of sorrow and degradation, it
should never be said that. we had no sympathy with the
sad and the oppressed.’

¢ After centuries of sorrow and degradation,’ said Stephen,
‘let it not be said that you acquire your right only to
create a baron or a squire,’

‘Nay, thou shalt have thy way, Stephen,” said his com-
panion, smiling, ¢if ever the good hour come. As many
acres as thou choosest for thy new Jerusalem.’

‘Call it what you will, Walter, replied Stephen; ¢but if
I ever gain the opportunity of fully carrying the principle of
association into practice, I will sing “ Nunc me dimittes.”’

‘“ Nunc me dimittes,”’ burst forth the Religious, in a
voice of thrilling melody, and she pursued for some minutes

the divine canticle. Her companions gazed on her with an
air of affectionate reverence as she sang; each instant
the stars becoming brighter, the wide moor assuming a
darker hue,

‘ Now, tell me, Stephen,’ said the Religious, turning her
head and looking ‘round with a smile, ¢think you not it
would be a fairer lot to bide this night at some kind
monastery, than to be hastening now to that least piec-
turesque of all creations, a railway station \’
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CHAPTER X.

In the meantime Gerard and Stephen stopped before a tall,
thin, staccoed house, balustraded and friezed, very much
lighted both within and without, and from the sounds that
issued from it, and the persons who retired and entered,
evidently a locality of great resort and bustle. A sign,
bearing the title of the Cat and Fiddle, indicated that it
was a place of public entertainment, and kept by one who
owned the legal name of John Trottman, though that was
but a vulgar appellation, lost in his well-earned and far-
famed title of Chaffing Jack.

The companions entered the spacious premises; and,
making their way to the crowded bar, Stephen, with a
glance serious but which indicated intimacy, caught the
eye of a comely lady, who presided over the mysteries, and
said in & low voice, ¢ Is he here?’

‘In the Temple, Mr. Morley, asking for you and your
friend more than once. I think you had better go up. I
know he wishes to see you.’

Stephen whispered to Gerard, and after a moment’s pause
he asked the fair president for a couple of tickets, for each
of whioch he paid threepence; a sum, however, according
to the printed declaration of the voucher, convertible into
potential liquid refreshments, no great compensation to
a very strict member of the Temperance Society of Mow-
bray.

A handsome staircase with bright brass banisters led
them to an ample landing-place, on which opened a door,
now closed, and by which sat a boy who collected the
ticketa of those who would enter it. The portal was of
considerable dimensions and of architectural pretension ;
it was painted of a bright green colour, the panels gilt.
Within the pediment, described in letters of flaming gas
you read, ‘THE TeMrLE OF THE MUSES.’
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To that connection ho owed the slight preferment which I
possessed, but which was all he desired. A bishopric woul
not have tempted him from his peculiar charge.

In the centre of the town of Mowbray, tecming with il
toiling thousands, there rose a building which might vi
‘with many of the cathedrals of our land. Beautiful i
soleomn towers, its sculptured western front; beautiful i
columned aisles and lofty nave; its sparkling shrine an
delicate chantry; most beautiful the streaming glories ¢
its vast orient light !

This magnificent temple, built by the monks of Mowbray
and once connected with their famous house, of which not
trace now remained, had in time become the parish churcl
of an obscure village, whose population could not have fille
one of its side chapels. These strange vicissitudes o
ecclesiastical buildings are not singular in the north o
England.

Mowbray Church remained for centuries the wonder o
passing peasants, and the glory of county histories. Bu
there is a magic in beautiful buildings which exercises a1
irresistible influence over the mind of man. One of th
rcasons urged for the destruction of the monasteries afte
the dispersion of their inhabitants, was the perniciou
influence of their solemn and stately forms on the memoriel
and imagination of those that bcheld them. It was im
possible to connect systematic crime with the creators o
such divine fabrics. And so it was with Mowbray Church
When manufactures were introduced into this district
which abounded with all the qualities nccessary for thei
successful pursuit, to Mowbray, offering equal though nol
superior advantages to other positions, was accorded th
preference, ¢ becaunse it possessed such a beantiful church.
The lingering genius of the monks of Mowbray hovered
round the spot which they had adorned, and sanctified, and
loved ; and thus they had indirectly become the authors o
its presont greatness and prosperity.
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Unbappily, for a long season the vicars of Mowbray had
been little conscious of their mission. An immense popula-
tion gathered round the sacred citadel and gradually spread
on all sides of it for miles. But the parish church for a
lng time remained the only one at Mowbray when the
population of the town exceeded that of some European
capitals. And even in the parish church the frigid specll of
Erastian self-complacency fatally prevailed. A scanty con-
gregation gathered together for form,and as much influenced
by party as higher sentiments. Going to church was held
more genteel than going to meeting. The principal trades-
men of the neighbouring great houses deemed it more
‘aristocratio ; ° using a favourite and hackneyed epithet,
which only expressed their own servility. About the timeo
the Church Commission issned, the congregation of Mowbray
was approaching zero. There was an idea afloat for a time
of making it the seat of a new bishopric ; the cathedral was
ready ; another instance of the influence of fine art. But
there was no residence for the projected prelate, and a jobbing
bishop on the commission was afraid that he might have to
contribute to building one. So the idea died away ; and
the living having become vacant at this moment, instead of
s bishop, Mowbray received an humble vicar in the shape
of Aubrey St. Lys, who came among a hundred thousand
beathen to preach ¢ the Unknown God.’

CHAPTER XII.

*Axp how do you find the peaple about you, Marncy ? ’ said
Lord de Mowbray, seating Liimself on & sofa by his guest.
‘All very well, my lord,’” replicd the earl, who ever
treated Liord de Mowbray with a certain degree of ceremony,
especially when the descendant of the Crusaders affected
the familiar. Thero was something of a Puck-like malignity
in the temperament of Lord Marney, which exhilbited el
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. *Why, in a manner he has gone. He has taken a cottage
about & quarter of a mile up dale, and only left his books
here, because he is going into ——shire in a day or two,
on some business, that maybe will take him a week or so.
The books are safer here you see for the present, for Stephen
lives alone, and is a good deal away, for he edits a papor at
Mowbray, and that must be looked after. He is to be my
gardener still. I promised him that. Well done, dame,’
said Gerard, as the old woman entered ; ‘I hope, for the
honour of the house, a good brew. Now, comrade, sit down:
it will do you good after your long stroll. You should eat
your own trout if you would wait ?’

‘By no means. You will miss your friend, I should
think P’ |

‘ We shall see a good deal of him, I doubt not, what with
the garden and neighbourhood and so on; besides, in a
manner, he is master of his own time. His work is not like
ours ; and though the pull on the brain is sometimes great,
I have often wished I had & talent that way. It's a drear
life to do the same thing every day at the same hour. But
I never could express my ideas except with my tongue ; and
there I feel tolerably at home.’

‘It will be a pity to see this room without these books,’
said Egremont, encouraging conversation on domestic
subjects.

“So it will,’ said Gerard. ‘I have got very few of my
own. But my daughter will be able to fill the shclves in
time, I warrant.’

‘ Your daughter ; she is coming to live with you ?’

‘Yes ; that is the reason why Stephen quits us. - He only

.rcmained here until Sybil eould keep my house, and that
happy day is at hand.’

‘That is a great compensation for the loss of your friend,’
said Egremont.

¢And yet she talks of flitting,’ said Gerard, in rather a
melancholy tone. ¢ She hankers after the cloister. She has

passed a still, sweet life in the convent here; the Superior
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is the sister of my employer and a very saint on earth; and
Bybil knows nothing of the real world except its suffer-
ings. No matter,’ he added more cheerfully; ‘I would
not have her take the veil rashly, but, if I lose her, it may
be for the best. For the married life of a woman of our
class, in the present condition of our country, is a lease of
woe,” he added, shaking his head, ¢ slaves, and the slaves
of slaves! Even woman’s spirit cannot stand against it ;
and it can bear up against more than we can master.’

‘Your daughter is not made for the common cares of life,’
said Egremont.

‘We'll not talk of them,’ said Gerard. ¢Sybil has an
English heart, and that’s not easily broken. And you,
comrade, you are a traveller in these parts, eh P’

‘A kind of traveller; something in the way of your
friend Morley—connected with the press.’ .

‘Indeed ! a reporter, eh ? I thought you had something
sbout you a little more knowing than we provincials.” -

‘Yes ; a reporter. Théy want information in London as
to the real state gf/ghe country, and this time of the year,
Parliament not slttmg—

‘Ah ; I understand, a flying commission and a summer
tour. Well, I often wish I were a penman; but I never
could do it. I'll read any day as long as you like, but that
writing I could never manage. My friend Morley is a
powerful hand at it. His journal circulates a good deal
about here ; and if) as I often tell him, he would only sink
his high-flying philosophy and stick to old English politics,
he might make a property of it. You’'ll like to know him?’

‘ Much.’

‘And what first took you to the press, if I may ask P’

‘Why—my father was a gentleman,’ said Egremont in
a hesitating tone, ‘and I was a younger son.’

‘Ah!’ said Gerard, ‘that is as bad as being a woman.’

‘I had no patrimony,’ continued Egremont, ‘and I was
obliged to work; I had no heéad I believe for the law; the
ehnrch was not exactly in my way; and na for \he srmy,
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how was I to advance withont money or connexions ! I
had had some education, and so I thought I wonld turm it
to account.’

‘ Wisely done! you are one of the working classes, and
will enlist I hope in the great struggle against the drones.
The natural friends of the people are younger sons, though
they are generally enlisted against us. The more fools they;
to devote their energies to the maintenance of a system
which is founded on selfishness and which leads to fraud ;
and of which they are the first victims. But every man
thinks he will be an exception.’

¢ And yet,’ said Egremont, ¢ a great family, rooted in the
land, has been deemed to be an element of political strength.’
7/ ‘T’ll tell you what,’ said Gerard,  there is a great family
in this country, and rooted in it, of which we have heard
much less than they deserved, but of which I snspect we
shall very soon hear enough to make us all think a bit.’

¢ In this county ?’

~ ‘Ay; in this county and every other one: I mean the

{)EOPLE.’ |

‘Ah!’ said Egremont, ¢ that family has existed for a long
time.’

‘ But it has taken to increase rapidly of late, my fnend
—how may I call you?’

‘They call me Franklin.’

¢ A good English name of a good English class that has
disappeared. Well, Mr. Franklin, be sure of this, that the
Population Returns of this country are very instructive
reading.’

‘I can conceive so.’

‘I became a man when the bad times were beginning,’
said Gerard; ‘I have passed through many doleful years.
I was a Franklin’s son myself, and we had lived on this
island at least no worse for a longer time than I care to
recollect, as little as what I am now. But that’s nothing;
I am not thinking of myself. /I am prosperousin a fashion;
1% is the serfs I live among of whom I am thin_kingz Woell,
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] bave heard, in the course of years, of some specifics for ¥
this constant degradation of the people; some thing or
some person that was to put all right; and for my part, I
was not unready to support any proposal or follow any
leador. There was reform, and there was paper money, and
no machinery, and a thousand other remedies; and there
were demagogues of all kinds, some as base as myself, and
some with blood in their veins almost as costly as flows in
those of our great neighbour here, Earl de Mowbray, and 1
have always heard that was very choice : but I will frankly
own to you, I never had much faith in any of these pro-
posals or proposers; still they were a change, and that is
something. But I have been persuaded of late that there
is something going on in this country of more efficacy; a
remedial power, as I believe, and irresistible ; but whether
remedial or not, at any rate a power that will mar all or
care all. You apprehend me? I speak of the annual
arrival of more than three hundred thousand strangers in
this island. How will you feed them ? How will you
clothe them? How will you house them? They have
given up butcher’s meat ; must they give up bread ? And
as for raiment and shelter, the rags of the kingdom are
rabbit warrens.’ -
“'Tis an awful consideration,’ said Egremont, musing.
‘ Awful,’ said Gerard ; ¢’tis the most solemn thing since
the deluge. What kingdom can stand against it ? Why,
go to your history, you're a scholar, and see the fall of
the great Roman empire; what was that? Every now and
then, there came two or three hundred thousand strangers
out of the forests, and crossed the mountains and rivers.
They come to us every year, and in greater numbers. What
are your invasions of the barbarous nations, your Goths
and Visigoths, your Lombards and Huns, to our Population
Returns !’ -
- END OF THE SECOND BOOK.

/
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‘Well, and what then ? Suppose he is a hanger-on
may I not have hangers-on as well as any other man P’

¢ Of course you may; but I am not bound to regret thei
absence.’

‘ Who said yon were? But I will regret their absence
if I choose. And I regret the absence of Grouse, regret i
very much; and if he did happen to be inextricably
engaged in this unfortunate match, I say, and you may
contradict me, if you please, that he onght to have takex
care that Slimsy dined here, to tell me all that hac
happened.’

‘Il am very glad he omitted to do so,’ said Egremont
‘I prefer Grouse to Slimsy.’

‘I dare say you do,’ said Lord Marney, filling his glas:
and looking very black; ¢ you would like, I have no doubt
tosee a fine gentleman-saint, like your friend Mr. St. Lys
at Marney, preaching in cottages, filling the people witl
discontent, lecturing me about low wages, soliciting plot:
of ground for new churches, and 1nve1ghno' Arabella int«
subscriptions to painted windows.’

‘T certainly should like to see & man like Aubrey St. Ly:
at Marney,’ said Egremont quietly, but rather doggedly.

¢ And if he were here, I would soon see who should bs
master,” sald Lord Marney; ‘I would not succumb like
Mowbray. One might as well have a jesuit in the house al
once.’

‘I dare say St. Lys would care very little about entering
your house,” said Egremont. ‘I know it was with great
relnctance that he ever came to Mowbray Castle.’

-¢I dare say ; very great reluctance indeed. And very re-
luctant he was, I make no doubt, to sit next to Lady Maud. ]
wonder he does not fly higher, and preach to Lady Joan;
but she is too sensible a woman for such fanatical tricks’

¢ St. Lys thinks it his duty to enter all societies. That
is the reason why he goes to Mowbray Castle, as well as to
the squalid courts and cellars of the town. He takes care
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they came back, and agreed that it was purely avel
dental.’

‘I dare say they did,’ said Egremont; ‘but no one has
discovered the accident.’ | .

‘ For my part, I believe it was spontaneous combustion,’
said Lord Marney.

‘That is a satisfactory solution,’ said Egremont ; ¢ but for
my part, the fire being a fact, and it being painfully noto-
rious that the people of Marney—’ .

‘Well, sir, tho people of Marney ?’ said his lordship,
fiercely. .

¢ Are without question the most miserable population in
the county—’

‘ Did Mr. St. Lys tell you that ?’ interrupted Lord Mar-.
ney, white with rage.

‘ No, not: Mr. St. Lys, but one better acquainted with the
neighbourhood.’

‘I'll know your informant’s name,” said Lord Marney,
with energy.

‘* My informant was a woman,’ said Egremont.

‘ Lady Maud, I suppose ; second-hand from Mr. St. Lys.’
¢ My informant was a woman, and one of the people,’ said
Egremont.

‘ Some poacher’s drab! I don’t care what women say,
high or low, they always exaggerate.’

‘The misery of a family who live upon seven or even
eight shillings a-week can scarcely be exaggerated.’

* What should you know about it ? Did you ever live on
seven or eight shillings a-week ?  What can you know
about the people, who pass your time at London clubs or in
fine country houses? I suppose you want the people to
live as they do at a house dinner at Boodle’s. I say that a
family can live well on seven shillings a-week, and on eight
shillings very well indeed. (The poor are well off, at least
the agricultural poor, very well off indeed. ) Their incomes
are certain, that is a great point, and they have no cares,
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might be at first anticipated, we must remember that ex-
oesses are checked by poverty of blood and constant ex-
haustion. Scanty food and hard labour are in their way,
if not exactly moralists, a tolerably good police. [

There are no others at Wodgate to preach or to control.
It is not that the people are immoral, for immorality implies
some forethought; or ignorant, for ignorance is relative ; but
theyare animals; unconscious; their minds a blank ; and their
worst actions only the impulse of a gross or savage instinct.
There are many in this town who are ignorant of their very
names; very few who can spell them. It is rare that you
meet with a young person who knows his own age ; rarer
to find the boy who has seen a book, or the girl who has
seen a flower. Ask them the name of their sovereign, and
they will give you an unmeaning stare ; ask them the name
of their religion, and they will laugh : who rules them on
earth, or who can save them in heaven, are alike mysteries
to them.

Such was the population with whom Morley was about
to mingle. Wodgate had the appearance of a vast squalid
suburb. As you advanced, leaving behind you long Lines of
little dingy tenements, with infants lying about the road,
you expected every moment to cmerge into some streets,
and encounter buildings bearing some correspondence, in
their size and comfort, to the considerable population
swarming and busied around you. Nothing of the kind.
There were no public buildings of any sort; no churches,
chapels, town-hall, institute, theatre; and the principal
streots in the heart of the town in which were situate the
coarse and grimy shops, though formed by houses of a
greater clevation than the preceding, were equally narrow,
and if possible more dirty. At every fourth or fifth house,
alleys seldom above a yard wide, and streaming with filth,
opened out of the street. These were crowded with dwel.
lings of various size, while from the principal court often
branched out a number of smaller alleys, or rather narrow
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passages, than which nothing can be conceived more close
and squalid and obscure. Here, during the days of business,
the sound of the hammer and the file never ceased, amid
gutters of abomination, and piles of foulness, and stagnant
pools of filth ; reseryoirs Pf leprosy and plague, whose exhala-
tions were sufﬁclent to taint the atmosphere of the whole
kingdom, and fill the country with fever and pestilence.

A lank and haggard youth, ricketty, smoke-dried, and
black with his craft, was sitting on the threshold of a miser-
able hovel, and working at the file. Behind him stood a
stunted and meagre girl, with a back like a grasshopper; a
deformity occasioned by the displacement of the bladebone,
and prevalent among the girls of Wodgate from the cra.mpmg
“ posture of their usual toil. Her long melancholy visage and .
vacant stare at Morley, as he passed, attracted his notice, and
it occurring to him that the opportunity was convenient to
inquire something of the individual of whom he was in
search, he stopped and addressed the workman.

‘ Do you happen to know, friend, a person here or here-
abouts by name Hatton ?’

‘ Hatton !’ said the youth, looking up with a grin, yet
still continuing his labour, ‘I should think I did !’

‘ Well, that’s fortunate; you can tell me something about
him ?’

* Do you see thls here ¢’ said the youth, still grinning,
and, letting the file drop from his distorted and knotty hand,
he pointed to a deep scar that crossed his forehead : ¢ he did
that.’

¢ An accident ?’

‘Very like. An accident that often happened. I should
like to have a crown for every time he has cut my head
open. He cut it open once with a key, and twice with a
lock ; he knocked the corner of a lock into my head twice,
once with a bolt, and once with a shut ; you know what that
is; the thing what runs into the staple. He hit me on the
head with & hammer once. That was a blow ! I fell away
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and you won't have your box picked; he’s wery lib’ral too
in the wittals. Never had horse-flesh the whole time I was
with him ; they has nothin’ else at Tugsford’s; never had
no sick cow except when meat was very dear. He always
put his face agin still-born calves ; he used to say ho liked
his boys to have meat what was born alive, and killed alive.
By which token there never was any sheep what had bust
in the head sold in our court. And then sometimes he
would give us a treat of fish, when it had been four or five
days in town, and not sold. No, give the devil his due,
say I. There never was no want for anything at meals

. with the Bishop, except time to cat them in.’

.~ —
et T T PO

¢ And why do you call him the Bishop ?’
‘ That’s his name and authority ; for he’s the governor
here over all of us. And it has always been so that Wod.

: gate has been governed by a bishop ; because, as we have

no church, we will have as good. And by this token that
this day se’nnight, the day my time was up, he married me
to'this here young lady. She is of the Baptist school reli-
gion, and wanted us to be tied by her clergyman, but all
the lads that served their time with me were married by

- the Bishop, and many a more, and I saw no call to do no

otherwise. So he sprinkled some salt over a gridiron,
read ¢ Our Father backwards, and wrote our name in a
book : and we were spliced ; but I didn’t do it rashly, did
I, Suky, by the token that we had kept company for two
years, and there isn’t a gal in all Wodgate what handles
u file like Sue.’

* And what is your name, my good fellow ?’

‘ They call me Tummas, but I ayn’t got no second name;
but now I am married I mean to take my wife’s, for she
has been baptized, and so has got two.’

‘Yes, sir,” said the girl with the vacant face and the
back like a grasshopper; ‘I be a reg’lar born Christian
and my mother afore me, and that's what few gals in the
Yard can say. Thomas will take to it himself when work
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*Won't 1?7’ said Mrs. Hatton; and a thrill of terror
pervaded the assembly. All the files moved in regular
melody ; no one dared to raise his face; even her two
young children looked still more serious and demure. Not
that any being present flattered himself for an instant that
the most sedulous attention on his part could prevent an
outbreak ; all that each aspired to, and wildly hoped, was
that he might not be the victim singled out to have his
head cut open, or his eye knocked out, or his ears half
pulled off by the being who was the terror not only of the,
workshop, but of Wodgate itself; their bishop's gentle:
wife, .-’
In the meantime, that worthy, taking Morley into a

!
|
1

room where there were no machines at work except those

made of iron, said, ¢ Well, what have you bronght me ?’
“In the first place,’ said Morley, ‘I would speak to you

of" your brother.’
‘I concluded that,’ said Hatton, ‘when you spoke of

fa.amily matters bringing you here; he is the only relation I
heave in this world, and therefore it must be of him.’

It is of him,’ said Morley.

‘Has he sent anything ?’

‘Hem !’ said Morley, who was by nature a diplomatist,
&xad instantly comprehended his position, being himself
Pramped when he came to pump; but he resolved not to
Pxecipitate the affair. ¢ How late is it since yon heard from
B3 P? he asked.

‘Why, I suppose you know,’ said Hatton; ‘I heard as
Qasgpal.?

‘ From his usnal place ?’ inquired Morley.

‘I wish you would tell me where that is,’ said Hatton,

Sagerly.
‘ Why, he writes to you?’
‘ Blank letters ; never had a line except once, and that is

more than twelve year ago. He sends me a twenty-pound
note every Christmas ; and that is all I know about him.’
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¢And who is Sybil?’ asked Lady Maud. ¢That is ons
of our fumily names. We all thought her quite beautiful.’

¢ She is a child of the house,” said Mrs. Trafford, ¢or
rather was, for I am sorry to say she has long quitted us.’

‘Is she a nun ?’ asked Lord Milford, ¢ for her vestmenta
had a conventual air.’

“ She has just left your convent at Mowbray,’ said Mr.
Trafford, addressing his answer to Lady Mand, ‘and rather
against her will. She clings to the dress she was ancus-
tomed to there.’ -

¢ And now she resides with you ?’

‘No; I should be happy' if she did. I might almost
say she was brought up under this roof. She lives now
with her father.’

¢ And who is so fortunate as to be her father P’ inquired
Mr. Mountchesney.

‘Hor father is the inspector of my works; the person
who accompanied us over them this morning.’

‘ What ! that handsome man I so much admired,’ said
Lady Maud, ‘so very aristocratic-looking. Papa,’ she said,
addressing herself to Lord de Mowbray, ¢ the inspector of
Mr. Trafford’s works we are speaking of, that aristocratic-
looking person that I observed to yom, he is the father of
the beautiful girl.’

‘He seemed a very intelligent person,’ said Lord de
Mowbray, with many smiles.

‘Yes,” said Mr. Trafford; ‘he has great talents and great
integrity. T would trust him with anything and to any
amount. All I wish,” he added, with a smile and in a
Jower tone to Lady de Mowbray, ‘all I wish is, that he was
not quite so fond of politics.’

¢ Is he very violent ?’ inquired her ladyship, in a sugary .
tone.

* Too violent,’ said Mr. Trafford; ‘and wild in his 1deas.
. “ And yet I suppose,” said Lord Milford, ‘he must be
rery well off ?’
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© ¢ Why I must say for him it is not selfishness that makes
him a malcontent,” said Mr. Trafford ; ‘ he bemoans the
eondition of the people.’ |

‘If we are to judge of the condition of the peoplo by
what ‘we see here,’ said Lord de Mowbray, ¢ there is little to
lament in it. But I fear these are instances not so common
a8 we could wish., You must have been at a great outlay,
Mr. Trafford P’

. *Why," said (Mr. Trafford,) for my part, I have always
considered that there was nothing so expenswe s & VlClOIlS\
population. I hope I had other objects in view in what I
have done than & pecuniary compensation. ( They say we
all have our hobbies ; and it was ever mine to improve the
oondition of my workpeople, to see what good tenements,
and good schools, and just wages paid in a fair manner,
and the encouragement of civilizing pursuits, wonld do to
elevate. their character.) I should find an ample reward in
the moral tone and material happiness of this community ;
but really viewing it in a pecuniary point of view, the
investment of capital has been one of the most profitable I
ever made; and T would not, I assure you, for double its
amount, exchange my workpeople for the promiscuous
assemblage engaged in other factories.’

‘ The influence of the atmosphere on the condition of the
labourer is a subject- which deserves investigation,’ said
Lady Joan to Mr. Jermyn, who stared and bowed.

¢ And you do not feel alarmed.at having a person of such
violent opinions as your inspector at the head of your
establishment ? * said Lady Firebrace to Mr. Trafford, who
emiled a negatlve

* What is the name of the mtelhgent individual who
accompanied us ? ’ inquired Lord de Mowbray.

¢ His namo is Gterard,’ said Mr. Trafford.

- ¢1 believe a common name in these parts,’ said Lord de
Mowbray, looking a little confused.
‘ Not very,” said Mr. Trafford; ¢’tis an old name, and
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‘Then we may regain him,’ said Lady St. Julians with
energy. ‘You shall make & little dinner to Greenwicls,
Mr. Egremont, and I will sit next to him.’

‘ Fortunate Trenchard !’ said Egremont. ‘But do you
know I fear he is hardly worthy of his lot. He has a
horror of fine ladies; and there is nothing in the world he
more avoids than what you call society. At home, as this
morning when I breakfasted with him, or in a eircle of his
intimates, he is the best company in the world ; no one so
well informed, fuller of rich humour, and more sincerely
amiable. He is popular with all who know him, except
Taper, Lady St. Julians, Tadpole, and Lady Firebrace.’

‘Well, I think I will ask him still for Wednesday,’ said
Lady St. Julians; ‘and I will write him a little note. If
society is not his object, what is ? ’

¢ Ay !’ said Egremont, ¢ there is a great question for you
and Lady Firebrace to ponder over. This is a lesson for
you fine ladies, who think you can govern the world by
what you call your social influences : asking people once or
twice a-year to an inconvenient crowd in your house ; now
haughtily smirking, and now impertinently staring, at them ;
and flattering yourselves all this time, that, to have the
occasional privilege of entering your saloons, and the
periodical experience of your insolent recognition, is to be
a reward for great exertions, or, if necessary, an induce-
ment to infamous tergiversation.’

CHAPTER IV.

It was night; clear and sereme, though the moon had not
risen ; and a vast concourse of persons were assembling on
Mowbray Moor. The chief gathering collected in the
vicinity of some huge rocks, one of which, pre-eminent
above its fellows, and having a broad flat head, on which
some twenty persons might easily stand at the same time,
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piece, he shall not have the option of working the week
after for time. No. 87, see to John Briars.’
- I denounce Claughton and Hicks,’ said another voice.

‘Why ?’ -

‘ They have removed Gregory Ray from bemg 8 super-
intendent because he belonged to this lodge.’

‘ Brethren, is it your pleasure that there shall be a turn
out for ten days at Claughton and Hicks ?’

¢ It 18 our pleasure,’ cried several voices.

‘No. 34, give orders to-morrow that the works at
Claughton and Hicks stop till further orders.’

‘ Brethren,” said another voice, ‘I propose the expulsion
from this Union, of any member who shall be known to
boast of his supcrior ability, as to cither the quantity or
quality of work he can do, either in public or private com-
pany. Is it your pleasure ?’

¢ It i3 our pleasure.’

‘ Brethren,’ said a voice that seemed a presiding one,
* before we proceed to the receipt of the revenue from the
different districts of this lodge, there is, I am informed, a
stranger present, who prays to be admitted into our fra-
ternity. Are all robed in the mystic robe? Are all
masked in the secret mask ?’

CALY

‘ Then let us pray!’ And thereupon, after a movement
which intimated that all present were kneeling, the pre-
siding voice offered up an extemporary prayer of power and
even eloquence. This was succeeded by the Hymn of
Labour, and at its conclusion the arms of the neophyte
were anpinioned, and then his eyes were unbandaged.

Mick found himself in a lofty and spacious room lighted
with many tapers. Its walls were hung with black cloth ;
at a table covered with the same material, were seated
seven persons in surplices and masked, the president on a
loftier secat; above which, on a pedestal, was a skeleton
complete. On each side of the skeleton was a man robed
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I could mention to you twenty members at Boodle’s, at
lcast, who believe they will be made peers the moment the
tories come in.’

‘Not a man of them,’ said Hatton peremptorily. ¢Tell
me one of their names, and I will tell you whether they will
be made peers.’

‘ Well, then, there is Mr. Tubbe Sweete, a county mem-
ber, and his son in Parliament too; I know he has a
promise.’

I repeat to youn, Sir Vavasour, the tories will not make
a single peer; the candidates must come to me; and I ask
you what can I do for a Tubbe Sweete, the son of a Jamaica
cooper? Are there any old families among your twenty
members of Boodle’s P’

‘Why I can hardly say,’ said Sir Vavasour; ¢there is
Sir Charles Featherly, an old baronet.’

‘The founder a Lord Mayor in James the First’s reign.
That is not the sort of old family that I mean,’” said
Mr. Hatton. |

‘ Well, there is Colonel Cockawhoop,’ said Sir Vavasour.
‘The Cockawhoops are a very good family I have always
heard.’

‘ Contractors of Qucon Anne ; partners with Marlborough
and Solomon Medina; a very good family indeed : but I
do not make peers out of good families, Sir Vavasour; old
families are the blocks out of which I cut my Mercuries.’

‘ But what do you call an old family ?’ said Sir Vavasonr.

‘ Yours,” said Mr. Hatton; and he threw a full glance
or the countenance on which the light rested. :

‘ We were in the first batch of baronets,’ said Sir Vava-
ROUT.

‘ Forget the baronets for a while,’ said Hatton. ¢ Tell
we, what was your family before James I. P’

‘ They always lived on their lands,” said Sir Vavasour.
‘T have a room full of papers that would, perhaps, tell us
something about them. Would you like to see them ?°
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she said, ‘ My father, I am amazed ; tell me, then, wko is
this gentleman who addresses me ?’

‘ The brother of Lord Marney, Sybil,’ said Gerard, turn-
ing to her.

‘ The brother of Lord Marney !’ repeated Sybil, with an
air almost of stupor.

‘Yes,” said Egremont; ‘a member of that family of
saérilege, of those oppressors of the people, whom you have
denounced to me with such withering scorn.’

The elbow of Sybil rested on the arm of her chair, and
her cheek upon her hand; as Egremont said these words
she shaded her face, which was thus entirely unseen : for
some moments there was silence. 'Then looking up with
an expression grave but serene, and as if she had just
cmerged from some deep thinking, Sybil said, ‘I am sorry
for my words ; sorry for the pain I unconsciously gave you;
sorry indeed for all that has passed ; and that my father
has lost a pleasant friend.’

* And why should ke belost ?’ said Egremont mournfully,
and yet with tenderness. ‘ Why should we not still be
. friends ?’

O, sir!’ said Sybil, haughtily ; ‘I am one of those who
believe the gulf is impassable. Yes,” she added, slightly,
but with singular grace waving her hands, and somewhat
turning away her head, ¢ utterly impassable.’

There are tumults of the mind, when, like the great con-
vulsions of nature, all seems anarchy and returning chaos,
yet often, in those moments of vast disturbance, as in the
material strife itself, some new principle of order, or some
new impulse of conduct, develops itself, and controls, and
regulates, and brings to an harmonious consequence,
passions and elements which seemed only to threaten
despair and subversion. So it was with Egremont. He
looked for a moment in despair upon this maiden, walled
out from sympathy by prejudices and convictions more im-
passable than all the mere consequences of class. He
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‘I should hope that none of us have said to him a word
that we wish to be forgotten,” said Sybil. ‘He chose to
wear a disguise, and can hardly quarrel with the frankness
with which we spoke of his order or his family, And for
the rest, he has not been injured from learning something
of the feelings of the people by living among them.’

“And yet if anything were to happen to-morrow,’ said
Morley, °rest assured thisman has his eye on us. He can
walk/into the government offices like themselves and tell
hig’’tale, for, though one of the pseudo-opposition, the

oment the people move, the factions become united.’

Sybil turned and looked at him, and then said, ¢ And
what could happen to-morrow, that we should care for the
government being acquainted with it or us ? Do not they
know everything f Do not you meet in their very sight ?
You pursue an avowed and legal aim by legal means, do
you not 7 What then is there to fear? And why should
anything happen that should make us apprehensive ?’

¢ All is very well at this moment,’ said Morley, ‘and all
may continue well ; but popular assemblies breed turbulent
spirits, Sybil. Your father takes a leading part; he is a
great orator, and is in his element in this clamorous and
fiery life. It does not much suit me; I am a man of the
closet. This convention, as you well know, was never
much to my taste. Their Charter is a coarse specific for
our social evils. The spirit that would cure our ills must
be of a deeper and finer mood.’

‘ Then why are you here ?’ said Sybil.

Morley shrugged his shoulders, and then said, ‘ An easy
question. Questions are always easy. The fact is, in active
life one cannot afford to refine. I could have wished the
movement to have taken a different shape, and to have
worked for a different end ; but it has not done this. But
it is still & movement and a great one, and I must work it
for my end and try to shape it to my form. If I had re-
fused to be a leader, I should not have prevented the
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¢ They know neither of them in the National Convention,’
said Morley. ¢ Our career will be a vulgar caricature of
the bad passions and the low intrigues, the factions and the
failures, of our oppressors.’

At this moment Gerard and Hatton, who were sitting in
.the remote part of the room, rose together and came for-
ward ; and this movement interrupied the conversation of
.Sybil and Morley. Before, however, her father and his
new friend could reach them, Hatton, as if some point on
-which he had not been sufficiently explicit bad occurred to
him, stopped, and placing his hand on Gerard's arm, with-
drew him again, saying in a voice which could be heard
only by the individual whom he addressed, ‘ You under-
stand ; I have not the slightest doubt myself of your moral
right : I believe that on every principle of justice, Mowbray
Castle is as much yours as the house that is built by the
tenant on the lord’s land: but can we prove it? We
never had the legal evidemce. You are in error in sup-
posing that these papers were of any vital consequence :
mere memoranda ; very useful no doubt; I hope I shall
find them; but of no validity. If money were the only
difficulty, trust me, it should not be wanting; I owe much
to the memory of your father, my good Gerard; I would
fain serve you: and your daughter. I'll not tell you what
I would do for you, my good Gerard. You would think
me foolish ; but I am alone in the world, and seeing you
again and talking of old times: I really am scarcely fit for
business. Go, however, I must; I have an appointment

at the House of Lords. Good bye. I must say farewell to
the Lady Sybil.’

CHAPTER X.

*You can’t have that table, sir, it is engaged,’ said a waiter
at the Athensum to a member of the club who seemed un.
mindful of the type of appropriation which, in the shape of
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She must be very wretched. With such a form, such high-
imaginings, such thonghts of power and pomp as I counld
breathe in her, I think she’d melt. And to one of her
own faith, too! To build up a great Catholic house again ;
" of the old blood, and the old names, and the old faith: by
holy Mary it is a glorious vision !’

CHAPTER XI.

Ox the evening of the day that Egremont had met Sybil in
tho Abbey of Westmimster, and subsequently parted from
her under circumstances so distressing, the Countess of
Marney held a great assembly at the family mansion in St.
James’ Square, which Lord Marney intended to have let
to a new club, and himself and his family to have taken
refuge for a short season at an hotel ; but he drove so hard
a bargain that, before the lease was signed, the new club,
which mainly consisted of an ingenious individual who had
created himself secretary, had wvanished. Then it was
agreed that the family mansion should be inhabited for the
season by the family ; and to-night Arabella was receiving
all that great world of which she herself was a distingmished
ornarnent.

‘We come to you as early as possible, my dear Arabella,’
said Lady Deloraine to her danghter-in-law.

‘You are always so good ! Have you seen Charles? 1
wag in hopes he would have come,” Lady Marney added,
in & somewhat mournful tone.

‘He is at the House; otherwise I am sure he would
kave been here,’ said Lady Deloraine, glad that she had so
good a reason for an absence which under any circum.
stances she well knew would have occurred.

‘I fear you will be sadly in want of beaus this evening,
my love. We dined at the Duke of Fitz-Aquitaine’s, and
all our cavaliers vanished. They talk of an early division.’
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wusjority of five, or ten or twenty ? In my time, a proper
mgjority wag a third of the House. That was Lord Liver-
pool’s majority. Lord Mcnmouth used to say, that there
were ten families in this country, who, if they could only
agree, could always share the government. Ah! those
were the good old times! We never had adjourned debates
then ; but sat it out like gentlemen who  had been nsed all
their lives to be up all night, and then supped at Watier's
afterwards.’
* Ah! my dear Ormsby,’ said Mr. Berners, ¢ do not men.
tion Watier's; you make my mouth water.’
¢ Shall you stand for Birmingham, Ormsby, if there be a
dissolution ? ’ said Lord Fitz-Heron.
¢ I have been asked,’ said Mr. Ormsby: ¢but the House
of Commons is not the House of Commons of my time,
and I have no wish to re-enter it. If I had a taste for
business, I might be a member of the Marylebone vestry.’

. *All T repeat,’ said Lord Marney to his mother, as he
rose from the sofa where he had been some time in
conversation with her, ‘is that if there be any idea that I
wish Lady Marney should be a lady in waiting, it is an
error, Lady Deloraine. I wish tnat to be understood. 1
am & domestic man, and I wish Lady Marney to be always
with me ; and what I want, I want for myself. I hope in
arranging the honsehold the domestic character of every
member of it ‘will be considered. After all that has oc-
curred the country expects that.’

‘ But my dear George, I think it is really premature——

‘I dare say it is ; but I recommend you, my dear mother,
to be alive. I heard Lady St. Julians just now in the
supper room asking the Duke to promise her that her
Augustus should be a Lord of the Admiralty. She said
the Treasury would not do, as there was no house, and
that with such a fortune as his wife brought him he could
pot hire a house under a thousand a year.’ "

+ He will .not have the Admiralty,” said Lady Deloraine.
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it is exnctly the time to make certain persons under-
stand that the House of Lords are not going to be
tools any longer merely for other people. Rely ampon it
& bold united front at this moment wounld be a spoke in
the whéel. We three form the nucleus; there are plenty
to gather round. I have written to Marisforde ; he is quite
ripe. Lord Hounslow will be here to-morrow. The thing
is o be done; and if we are not firm the grand conservative
trinmph will only end in securing the best posts both at
‘home and abroad for one too powerful family.’

‘ Who had never been heard of in the time of my father,’
-said the duke.

¢ Nor in the time of mine,’ said Lord de Mowbray.

‘ Royal and Norman blood like ours,’ said Lord Marney,
‘is not to be thrown over in that way.’

It was just at this moment that a servant entered with a
card, which the duke looking at, said, ‘It is Tadpole;
shall we have him in? I dare say he will tell us some-
thing.’ And, notwithstanding the important character of
their conference, political curiosity, and perhaps some
private feeling which not one of them cared to acknow-
ledge, made them unanimounsly agree that Mr. Tadpole
should be admitted.

‘ Lord Marney and Lord de Mowbray with the Duke of
Fitz-Aquitaine,” thonght Mr. Tadpole, as he was ushered
into the library ; and his eye, practised in machinations and
prophetic in maneenvres, surveyed the three nobles. This
looks like business and perhaps means mischief. Very
lucky I called !’ With an honest smile he saluted them all.

‘ What news from the palace, Tadpole?’ inquired the duke.

¢ Sir Robert is there,’ replied Tadpole.

¢ That is good news,’ exclaimed his grace, echoed by
Lord de Mowbray, and backed np with a faint bravo from
Lord Marney.

Then arose a conversation in which all affected much
interest respecting the Jamaica debate; whether the whigs
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had originally intended to resign; whether it were Lord
Melbourne or Lord John who had insisted on the step;
whether, if postponed, they could have tided over the
gession; and so on. Tadpole, who was somewhat earnest in
his talk, scemed to have pinned the duke of Fitz-Aquitaine ;
Lord Marney, who wanted to say a word alone to Lord de
Mowbray, had dexterously drawn that personage aside on
the pretence of looking at a picture. Tadpole, who, with
a most frank and nnsophisticated mien, had an eye for every
corner of a room, seized the opportunity for which he had
been long cruising. ‘I don’t pretend to be behind -the
scenes, duke ; but it was said to me to-day, ¢ Tadpole, if you
do chance to see the Duke of Fitz-Aquitaine, you may say
that positively Lord Killeroppy will not go to Ireland.’”

A smile of satisfaction played over the handsome face of
the duke: instantly suppressed lest it might excite sus-
picion ; and then, with a friendly and significant nod, that
intimated to Tadpole not to dwell on the subject at the
present moment, the duke with a rather uninterested air
-recurred to the Jamaica debate, and soon after appealed on
some domestic point to his son-in-law. This broke up the
conversation between Lord de Mowbray and Lord Marney.
Lord de Mowbray advancing, was met accidentally on pur-
pose by Mr. Tadpole, who seemed anxious to push forward
to Lord Marney.

‘You have heard of Lord Ribbonville ? ’ said Tadpole in
a suppressed tone.

‘No; what ?’

¢ Can’t live the day out. How fortunate Sir Robert is !
Two garters to begin with !’

Tadpole had now succeeded in tackling Lord Marney
alone; the other peers were far out of ear-shot. ‘I don’t
pretend to be behind the scenes, my Lord,’ said the honest
gentleman in a peculiarly confidential tone, and with a
glance that spoke volumes of state secrecy; ‘but it was
paid to me to-day, “ Tadpole, if you do chance to moet






CHAPTER XIII.

AND why was Lord de Mowbray going to the Temple? He
had received the day before, when he came home to dress,
a disagreeable letter from some lawyers, apprising him
that they were instructed by their chent, Mr. Walter
Gerard, to commence proceedings against his lordship on
a writ of right, with respect to his manors of Mowbray,
Valence, Mowedale, Mowbray Valence, and several others
carefully enumerated in their precise epistle, and the cata-
logue of which read like an extract from Domesday Book.

More than twenty years had elapsed since the question
had been mooted ; and though the discussion had left upon
Lord- de Mowbray an impression from which at times he
had pever entirely recovered, still circumstances had oc-
curred since the last proceedings which gave him a moral,
if vot a legal, conviction that he should be disturbed no
more. And these were the circamstances: Lord de Mow-
bray, after the death of the father of Walter Gerard, had
found himself in communication with the agent who had
developed and pursued the claim for the yeoman, and had
ased for a good round sum the documents on which
at claim was founded, and by which alone apparently

" that elaim could be sustained.

The vendor of these muniments was Baptist Hatton, and
the sum which he obtained for them, by allowing him te
settle in the metropolis, pursue his studies, purchase his
library and eollections, and otherwise give himself that fair
field which brains without capital can seldom command,
was in fact the foundation of his fortune., Many years
afterwards, Lord de Mowbray had recognised Hatton in the
prosperous parliamentary agent who often appeared at the
bar of the House of Lords, and before committees of pri-
vilaow. and who gradually obtained an unrivalled reputa

o
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* A respectable firm would hardly embark in such a pre»
ceeding without some show of pretext,’ said Lord de Mowr
bray.

‘ Hardly,’ said Mr. Hatton.

‘But what can they have ? ’ urged his lordship.

 What, inaced !’ said Mr. Hatton. ¢ Mr. Walter Gerarcllilh:
without his pedigree, is a mere flash in the pan; and
defy him to prove anything without the deed of *77.’

‘ Well, he has not got that,’ said Lord de Mowbray.

¢ Safe, of course P’ said Mr. Hatton.

¢Certain. I almost wish I had burnt it as well as the==®
whole boxful.’ |

¢ Destroy that deed and the other muniments, and thess==
Earl de Mowbray will never be Baron Valence,’ said Mr. —
Hatton.

‘ But what use are these deeds now ?’ said his lordship.

‘If we produce them, we may give a colour to this fellow’s
claim.’

‘Pime will settle his claim,’ said Mr. Hatton; ¢it will
mature yours. You can wait.’

¢ Alas ! since the death of my poor boy—’

‘It has become doubly important. Substantiate the
barony, it will descend to your eldest daughter, who, even
if married, will retain your name. Your family will live,
and ennobled. The Fitz-Warenes Lords Valence will yield
to none in antiquity; and, as to rank, so long as Mowbray
Castle belongs to them, the revival of the earldom is safe
at the first coronation, or the first ministry that exists with
a balanced state of parties.’

¢ That is the right view of the case,” said Lord de Mow-
bray ; ‘and what do you advise ?’

‘Be calm, and you have nothing to fear. This is tho
mere revival of an old claim, too vast to be allowed to lapee
from desuetude. Your documents, you say, are all securof’

¢ Be sure of that. They are at this moment in the muni-
ment roo ~f the great tower of Mowbray Castle; in the
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all circumstances, he should have taken office in 1839.
His withdrawal seems to have been a mistake. In the
great heat of parliamentary faction which had prevailed
since 1831, the royal prerogative, which, unfortunately for
the rights and liberties and social welfare of the people,
had since 1688 been more or less oppressed, had waned
fainter and fainter. A youthful princess on the throne,
whose appearance touched the imagination, and to whom
her people were generally inclined to ascribe something of
that decision of character which becomes those born to
command, offered a favourable opportunity to restore the .
exercise of that regal authority, the usurpation of whose
functions has entailed on the people of England so much
suffering, and so much degradation. It was unfortunate
that one who, if any, should have occupied the proud and
national position of the leader of the tory party, the chief
of the people and the champion of the throne, should have
commenced his career as minister ander Vietoria by an
unseemly contrariety to the personal wishes of the Queen.
The reaction of public opinion, disgusted with years of
parliamentary tumult and the incoherence of party legis-
lation, the balanced state in the kingdom of political parties
themselves, the personal character of the sovereign ; these
were all causes which intimated that a movement in favour
of prerogative was at hand. The leader of the tory party
should have vindicated his natural position, and availed
himself of the gracious occasion ; he missed it; and, as the
occasion was inevitable, the whigs enjoyed its occurrence.
And thus England witnessed for the first time the porten-

tous anomaly of the oligarchical or Venetian party, which

bad in the old days destroyed the free monarchy of
England, retaining power merely by the favour of the
Court.

But we forget, Sir Robert Peel is not the leader of the
tory party; the party that resisted the ruinous mystifica-
tion that metamorphosed direct taxation by the Crown inte
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indirect taxation by the Commons; that denounced the

system which mortgaged industry to protect property ; the

party that ruled Ireland by a scheme which reconciled
both churches, and by a series of parliaments which
counted among them lords and commons of both religions ;
that has maintained at all times the territorial constitution
of England as the only basis and security for local govern-
ment, and which nevertheless once laid on the table of the
House of Commons & commercial tariff negociated at
Utrecht, which is the most rational that was ever devised
by statesmen ; a party that has prevented the Church from
being the salaried agent of the state, and has supported
through many struggles the parochial polity of the country
which secures to every labourer a home.

In a parliamentary sense, that great party has ceased to
exist; but I will believe that it still lives in the thought and
sentiment and consecrated memory of the English nation.
1t has its origin in great principles and in noble instincts ;
it sympathises with the lowly, it looks up to the Most
High ; it can count ffs heroes and its martyrs ; they have
met in its behalf plunder, proscription, and death. Nor,
when it finally yiclded to the iron progress of oligarchical
supremacy, was its catastrophe inglorious. Its genius was !
vindicated in golden sontences and with fervent arguments
of impassioned logic by St. John; and breathed in the
intrepid eloquence and patriot soul of William Wyndham.
Even now it is not dead, but sleepeth ; and, in an age of
political materialism, of confused purposes and perplexed
intelligence, that aspires only to wealth because it has faith
in no other accomplishment, as men rifle cargoes on the
verge of shipwreck, toryism will yet rise from the tomb
over which Bolingbroke shed his last tear, to bring back
strength to the Crown, liberty to the Subject, and to
announce that{power has only one duty: to secure the
social welfare of the ProrLe. -
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¢ Would that it had been unguarded!’ said Egremont,
n a voice of melancholy. ‘I could have endured it with
less repining. No, Sybil, I have known you, I have had
the happiness and the sorrow of knowing you too well to
doubt the convictions of your mind, or to believe that they
can be lightly removed, and yet I would strive to remove
them. You look upon me as an enemy, as a natural foe,
because I am born among the privileged. I am a man,
Sybil, as well as a noble.” Again he paused ; she looked
down, bat did not speak.

¢ And can I not feel for men, my fellows, whatever be
their lot ? I know you will deny it; but you are in error,
Sybil ; you have formed your opinions upon tradition, not
apon experience. The world that exists is not the world
of which you have read; the class that calls itself your
superior is not the sarnge class as ruled in the time of your
fathers. There is a change in them as in all other things,
and I participate in that change. I shared it before I
knew yon, Sybil ; and if it touched me then, at least believe
it does not influence me less now.’

‘ If there be a change,’ said Sybil, ‘it is becanse in some
degree the Peoplé have learnt their strength.’

‘Ah! dismiss from your mind those fallacioms fancies,’
said Egremont. | ‘The People are not strong; the People
never can be strong.: Their attempts at self-vindication
will end only in their suffering and confusion. It 8 eivik-
sation that has effected, that is effecting, this change. It
is that increased knowledge of themselves that teaches the
educated their social duties. There is a dayspring in the
history of this nation, which perhaps those only who are on
the mountain tops can as yet recognise. You deem you °
are in darkness, and I see a dawn. ' The new generation of
the aristooracy of England are not tyrants, net oppressors)
Sybil, as yom persist in believing. Their intelligence,
better than that, their hearts, are open to the responsibility
of their poaition. DBut the work that is before them is no
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their future welfare; he dwelt with passionate eloquence
on his abounding love. But, with a solemn sweetness, and
as it were a tender inflexibility, the tears trickling down
twer soft cheek, and pressing his hand in both of hers, she
sabdued and put aside all his efforts.

* Believe mc,’ sho said, ¢ the gulf is impassable.’ /

END OF THE FOURTH BOOK.
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‘Why, the whole speech was against radicalism,’ sa.:t‘\
Mr. Egerton.

“ Ah, then he is going to turn whig, I suppose.’

‘ He is ultra anti-whig,’ said Egerton.

‘ Then what the deuce is he ? ’ said Mr. Berners.

‘ Not a conservative certainly, for Lady St. Julians doe=
nothing but abuse him.’

‘I suppose he is crotchety,’” suggested the Warwickshires

. noble.

\

‘ That speech of Egremont was the most really democratic—
speech that I ever read,’ said the grey-headed gentleman —
‘How was it listened to ?’

‘Oh! capitally,” said Mr. Egerton. ‘He has seldon=»
spoken before, and always slightly though well. He wass
listened to with mute attention ; never was a better house.
I should say made a great impression, though no one knew
exactly what he was after.’

‘What does he mean by obtaining the results of the
Charter without the intervention of its machinery ? ' in-
quired Lord Loraine, a mild, middle-aged, lounging, languid
man, who passed his life in crossing from Brooks’ to Boodle’s,
and from Boodle’s to Brooks’, and testing the comparative
intelligence of these two celebrated bodies; himself gifted
with no ordinary abilities cultivated with no ordinary care,
but the victim of sauntering, his sultana queen, as it was,
according to Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham, of the second
Charles Stuart.

‘ He spoke throughout in an exoteric vein,’ said the grey-
headed gentleman, ‘and I apprehend was not very sure of
his audience ; but I took him to mean, indeed it was the
gist of the speech, that (if you wished for a time to retain
your politica.l power, you could only effect your purpose by
securing for the people greater social felicity.’)

¢ Well, that is sheer radicalism,” said the Warwxckahm
peer; ¢ pretending that the people can be better off thau
they are, is radicalism and nothing clse.’
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but if I were free, I might at least sccure him justice. But
I am not free: 1 am to be brought up for public exami.
nation to-morrow, if I survive this night.

‘You are powerful; you know all; you know - what I
say is truth. None else will credit it. Save me!’

*And now,’ said Sybil to the inspector in a tone of
mournfal desolation and of mild sweetness, ¢ all depends on
your faith to me,” and she extended him the letter, which
he read.

‘ Whoever he may be, and wherever he may be,’ said the
man with emotion, for the spirit of Sybil had already
controlled his nature, ¢ provided the person to whom this
letter is addressed is within possible distance, fear not it
shall reach him.’

‘I will seal and address it then,’ said Sybil, and she
addressed the letter to

‘THE HON. CHARLES EGREMONT, M.P.,’

adding that superscription the sight of which bad so
agitated Egremont at Deloraine House.

CHAPTER IX.

Nwur waned: and Sybil was at length slumbering. The
cold that precedes the dawn had stolen over her senses,
and calmed the excitement of her nerves. She was lying
on the ground, covered with a cloak of which her kind
hostess had prevailed on her to avail herself, and was
partly resting on a chair, at which she had been praying
when exhausted nature gave way and she slept. Her
bonnet had fallen off; and her rich hair, which had broken
loose, covered her shoulder like a mantle. Her slumber
was brief and disturbed, but it had in a great degrce
soothed the irritated brain. She woke, however, in terror
from a dream in which she had been dragged through a



THE TWO NATIONS. 383

mob, and carried before a tribunal. The coarse jeers, the
brutal threats, still echoed in her car; and when she
looked around, she could not for some momenis recall or
recognise the scene. In one corner of the room, which
was sufficiently spacious, was a bed occupied by the still
sleeping wife of the inspector; there was a great deal
of heavy furniture of dark mahogany ; a bureav, several
chests ot drawers: over the mantel was a piece of faded
embroidery framed, that had been executed by the wife of
the inspector, when she was at school, and opwvosite to it,
on the other side, were poruraits of Dick Curtis and Dutch
Sam, who had been the tutors of her husband, and now
lived as heroes in his memory.

Slowly came over Sybil the consciousness of the dreadful
eve that was past.  She remained for some time on her
knees in silent prayer: then, stepping lightly, she ap-
proached the window. It wasbarred. The room which she
inhabited was a high storey of the house ; it looked down
upon one of those half-tawdry, half-squalid streets that one
finds in the vicinity of our theatres; some wretched courts,
haunts of misery and crime, blended with gin palaces and
slang taverns, burnished and brazen; not a being was
stirring. It was just that single hour of the twenty-four
when crime ceases, debauchery is exhausted, and even
dosolation finds a sheiter.

It was dawn, but still grey. For the first time since she
had been a prisoner, Sybil was alone. A prisoner, and in
a few hours to be examined before a public tribunal ! Her
heart sank. How far her father had committed himself
was entirely a mystery to her ; but the language of Morley,
and all that she had witnessed, impressed her with the
conviction that he was deeply implicated. He had indeed
spoken in their progress to the police-office with confidence
as to the fature, but then he had every motive to encourage
her in her despair, and to support her under the over-
whelming circumstances in which she was so suddenly
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id that prcssure had reached her heart. What tender
gvotion! What earnest fideiity! What brave and ro.
aantic faith! Had she breathed on some talisman, and
alled up some obedient genie to her aid, the spirit could
pot have been more loyal, nor the completion of her behest
more ample and precise.

She passed the towers of the church of St. John ; of the
saint who had seemed to guard over her in the exigency of
her existence. She was approaching her threshold ; the
blood left her cheek, her heart palpitated. The coach
stopped. Trembling and timid, she leant upon his arm
nnd yet dared not look upon his face. They entered the
house ; they were i the room where two months before he
had knelt to her in vain, which yesterday had been the
scene of 8o many heart-rending passions.

As in some delicious dream, when the enchanted fancy
has traced for a time with coherent bliss the stream of
bright adventures and sweet and touching phrase, there
comes at last some wild gap in the flow of fascination, and
by means which we cannot trace, and by an agency which
we cannot pursue, we find ourselves in some enrapturing
sitnation that is, as it were, the ecstasy of our life ; so it
happened now, that, while in clear and precise order there
seemed to flit over the soul of Sybil all that had passed, all
that he had done, all that she felt, by some mystical process
which memory could not recall, Sybil found herself pressed
to the throbbing heart of Egremont, nor shrinking from

the embrace, which expressed the tenderness of his devoted
love !

CHAPTER X.

MowsRraY was in a state of great excitement. It was Satur-
day evening ; the mills were closed ; the news had arrive
of the arrest of the Delegate.
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‘Here’s & go !’ said Dandy Mick to Devilsdust. ¢ What
do you think of this ?’

‘Tt’s the beginning of the end,’ said Devilsdust.

‘The deuce!’ said the Dandy, who did not clearly com-
prehend the bent of the observation of his much pondering
and philosophic friend, but was touched by its oracular
terseness.

‘We must see Warner,” said Devilsdust, ‘and call a
meeting of the people on the Moor for to-morrow evening.
I will draw up some resolutions. We must speak out;
we must terrify the Capitalists.’

‘T am all for a strike,’ said Mick.

¢ "Tisn’t ripe,’ said Devilsdust.

‘ But that’s what you always say, Dusty,’ said Mick.

‘T watch events,’ said Devilsdust. ‘If you want to be a
leader of the people you must learn to watch events.’

‘ But what do you mean by watching events?’

‘Do you sep Mother Carey’s stall ?’ said Dusty, pointing
m the direction of the counter of the good-natured widow.

‘1 should think I did; and what’s more, Julia owes her
e tick for herrings.’

‘Right,’ said Devilsdust, ‘and nothing but herrings are
to be seen on her board. Two years ago it was meat.’

‘1 twig,’ said Mick.

¢ Wait till it’s wegetables ; when the people can’t buy even
fish. Then we will talk about strikes. That’s what I call
watching events.’

Julia, Caroline, and Harriet came up to them.

¢ Mick,’ said Julia, ¢ we want to go to the Temple.” °

‘I wish you may get it,’ said Mick shaking his head.
‘When you have learnt to watch events, Julia, you will
nnderstand that under present circomstances the Temple is
no go.’

¢ And why so, Dandy ?’ said Julia.

‘ Do you see Mother Carey’s stall ?’ said Mick, pointing
in that direction. ¢ When there’s a tick at Madam Carey's
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Gerard’s defence. He shall have the best counscl. T shall
retain Kelly specially. I shall return to town to-morrow
morning. You will keep me alive to the state of feeling
here, and if things get more mature, drop ne a line and I
will come down.’

‘This conversation had better not be mentioned to
Gerard.’

‘ That is obvious ; it would only disturb him. I did not
YPreface it by a stipulation of confidence, because that is
&dle. Of course you will keep the secret ; it is your interest ;
i1 i8 a great possession. I know very well you will be most
Jealous of sharing it, I know it is as safe with you as with
mmyself.’

And with these words Hatton wished him a hearty fare.

well and withdrew.

‘He is right,’ thought Morley ; ¢ he knows human nature
well. The secret is safe. I will not breathe it to Gerard.
1 will treasure it up. It is knowledge; it is power: greac
knowledge, great power. And what shall I do with it ?
Time will teach me.’

END OF THE FIFTH BOOK.
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